




And euery one his Louc-feat Will aduancc, 
Vntohis feucrall Miftreffe: which they'll know 
By fauours feuerall, which they did beftow. 

Queen. And will they fo?the Gallants (hall be taskt: 
For Ladies ; we will euery one be maskt , 
And not a man of them fhall haue the grace 
Defpight fc>f lute, to fee a Ladies face. 
Hold %ofaline y this Fauour thou fhalt wcare, 
And then the King will court thee for his Deare : 
Hold,take thou this my fweet, and giue me thine, 
So fhall Berowne take me for ^ofaline. 
And change your Fauours too/o fhall your Loucs 
Woo contrary, deceiu'd by thefc remoucs. 

Rofa. Come on then, weare the fauours moft in fight- 

Kath. But in this changing^What is your intent? 

Queen, The crTeft of my intent is to croffe theirs : 
They doe it but in mocking merriment, 
And mocke for mocke is otiely my intent. 
Their feuerall counfels they vnbofome (ball, 
To Loues miftooke,and fo be mockt withall. 
Vpon the next occafion that we meetc, 
With Vifages difplayd to talke and greetc. 

Rof. But fhall we dance,if they defire vs too't? 

Quee. No, to the death we will not moue a foot , 
Nor to their pen'd fpeech render we no grace ; 
But while 'tis fpokc,cach turnc away his face. 

Boy. Why that contempt will kill the keepers heart, 
And quite diuorcc his memory from his part. 

*$uee. Therefore I doe it,and I make no doubt, 
The reft will ere come in, if he be out. 
Theres no fuch fport,as fport by fport orethrowne : 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our owne. 
So fhall we flay mocking emended game, 
And they well mockt,dcpart away with fliame. Sound. 

Boy. The Trompet founds, be maskt, the maskers 
come. 

Enter Blackamoor es with mujicke y the 15 oy with a fpeech , 
and the refi of the Lords dtfguifed. 

page. A 11 haile y t he richefi 'Beauties on the earth. 

Ber. Beauties no richer then rich Taffata. 

Pag. A holy far cell of the fairejl dames that euer turn d 
their backes to mortal! viewes. 

The Ladies turne their backes to him. 

Ber. Their eyes vilhmc,their eyes. 

Pag. That euer turn'd their eyes to mortal! vicwes. 
Out 

Boy. True, out indeed. 

Pag. Out of your fauours heauenly Jpirits vouchfafe 
Not to beholde. 

Ber. Oncetobehold,rogue. 

Pag. Once to behold mthyour Sunne beamed eyes. 
With your Sunne beamed eyes. 

Boy. They will not anfwer to thatEpythite, 
You were beft call it Daughter beamed eyes. 

Pag. They do not marke me,and that brings me out 

Bero. Is this your perfe£tnefle;?be gon you rogue. 

Rofa. What would thefc ftrangers ? 
Know their mmdes 'Bo jet. 
If they doe fpeake our language, *tis our will 
That fome plainc man recount their purpofes. 
Know what they would ? 

'Boyet . What would you with the Princes / 

Ber. Nothing but peace,and gentle vifitation. 

Rof. What would they, fay they? 


To tread a Meafure with you ?n *J 

To tread a Meafure with you on this graffc 7 ^ 
Rofa. It is not fo. Aske them how manv ;„ l 

Isinonemile?lftheyhauemeafuryS e y he$ 
The meafure then of one is eaflie told * 

Voy. If ^ come hither,you haue meafur>dmil cs 
And many miles : the Princeffe bids you tell * 
How many inches doth fill V p one mile ? ' 

Ber. Tell her we meafure them by wearv fW 

*Boy. She heares her felfe. 7 7 CpS ' 

Rofa. How manic wearie fteps, 
Of many wearie miles you haue ore-gone, 
Are numbred in the trauell of one mile ? 

Sjw. Wenumbernothingthatwefpendforvoii 
Our dutie is fo rich, fo infinite, y0U > 

That we may doe it ftill without accompt. 
Vouchfafe to fhew the funfhine of your face 
That we (like fauages) may worfhip it. ' 
Rofa. My face is but a Moone,and clouded too 
? , f ffed are clouds >to doc as fuch clouds do 
Vouchfafe bright Moone,and thefethy ftars toftin^ 
(Jnoie clouds reraooued; vpon our waterieeyne ' 

O vaine pcticioner, beg a greater matter 
J nou now requcfts but Moonefhinc in the water 
_%^ erfl .S our meafure,vouchfafe but oncchana 
Thou bidft me beggc,this begging is not ftrange. 

Rofa. Play muficke then: nay you muft doe it foone 
JNot yet no dance : thus change I like the Moone, 

Kin. Will you not dance ? How come you thus e 
ftranged? 

Rofa. You tooke the Moone at full , but nowftcc 
changed ? 

Kin. Yet ftill (he is the Moone, and I the Man. 

Rofa. The mufick playes, vouchfafe fome motiontc 
it; Our eares vouchfafe it. 

Kin. Butyourleggesflioulddoeit. 

Rof Since you are ftrangei s,& come here by chance, 
Wee'll not be nice,take hands,we will not dance. 

Kin. Why take you hands then ? 

Rofa. Onelie to part friends. 
Curtfie fweet heartland fo the Meafure ends. 

Kin. More meafure of this meafure,be not nice. 

Rofa. We can afford no more at fuch a price. 

Kin. Pnfe your fclues: What buyesyour companic? 

Rofa. Your abfence onelie. 

Kin. That canneuerbe. 

Rofa . Then cannot we be bought:and fo adue, 
Twice to your Vifore, and halfe once to you. 

Kin. If you denie to dance,let's hold more chat. 

Rof. In priuate then. 

Km. I am beft pleas'd with that. 

Ifc.White handed Miftris,one fweet word with thee. 

gu. Hony,and Milke,and Suger:there is three. 

'Ber. Nay then two treyes,an if you grow fo nice 
Methegline,Wort, and Malmfey ; well runne dice : 
There's halfe a dozen fwects. 

Q*. Scueath fweet adue,fincc you can cogg 3 
lie play no more with you. 

Tier. Onewordinfccrec 

J£n. Let it not be fweet* 

*Ber. Thou grceu'ft my gall. 

Qutin* 
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^^SSk with mc ^change a word? 

Jar. Name it. 
Z ~ Faire Ladic; 

V ,1 n priuate, and lie bid adieu. 
A* mU what was your vizard made Without a tong? 
fknoWtbereafonLadiewhyyouaske. 

£ O for your icafon.qurckly fit, I long. 
f!rYouhai.eadoubletonguew«th.nyour mast. 
1 \A »<foord m V fpeechlcfleviz.aid halfe. 
^V.^h'tiDatdH.-i: » "otVealea 

C f:i.ACalfef a ircLadic? 
Ml No,afaueLordCalfe. 


Long. 


Lmg. Let's part the word. 
M%. No, He not be your halfe: o 
Take all and weane it, it may prouc an Oxe. 

\ g . Looke how you but your feltemthelc &*p« 

niockes. 

Will vou giuc homes chaft Ladic ? Do not io. 
M#. fhen die a Calfe before your horns do grow. 
Ion One word in priuate with you ere 1 die. 
\Mau Bleat foftly then, the Butcher heares you cry. 
Vojet. The tongues of mocking wenches are as keen 
As is the Razors edge, inuifible: 
Cutting a fmaller haire then may be ieenc, 
Abouc the fenfe of fence fo fcnfible ; 
Srcmcth their confercnce,their conceits haue wings, 
Fleeter then arrows,buliets wmd,thoght,lwifter things 
Rofa. Not one word more my maides, brcakeoft, 

brcakcoff. ^ 
3er. By heauen, all drie beaten with pure tcorrc. 
mk Farewell madde Wenches, you haue fimplc 
6 Exeunt. 

wits. 

£h. Twentic adieus my frozen Mulcouits. 
Are thefe the breed of wits fo wondred at ? 

'Boyet. Tapers they are, with your fweete breathes 
puftout. 

^.Wel-hking wits they haue^rolicgrolie^at^at. 
O pouertic in wit,Kingly poore flout. 


Si: - 

Will they not (thinke you) hang thcmfclues to night ? 
Or euer but in vizards (hew their faces: 
This pert t Berowne was out of count'nance quite. 

Rofa. They were all in lamentable cafes. 
The King was weeping ripe for a good word. 
Qu. 'Berowne did fweare himfelfe out of all fuite. 
Mar. Dumatne was at my feruicc, and his fword : 
No point (quoth I:) my feruant ftraight was mute. 

Ka. Lord LongauiU faid I came ore his hart : 
And trow you what he call d me? 
Qu^ Qualme perhaps, 
Kat. Yes in good faith. 
£>u. Gofickneffeasthouart. 
Rof. Welhbetter wits haue worne plain ftatute caps, 
But wil you heare; the King is my loue fwornc. 

Qjl And quicke 'Berowne hath plighted faith to me. 
Kat. And LongauiU was for my fcraice borne. 
Mar. 7)*maine is mine as fure as barke on tree, 
'Boyet. Madam^and prettic miftreffes giue eare, 
Immediately they will againc bchcere 
In their owne fiiapes : for it can neuer be, \ 
They will digefl this harfti indignitic- 


Qu. Will they returne? 

Boy. They will they will,God knowes, 
And leape for ioy, though they are lame with blowes: 
Therefore change Fauours, and when they repaire, 
Blow like fweet Rofes, in this fummer aire. 

<2*. How blow? how blow? Speake to bee vnder- 
ftood. 

'Boy. Faire Ladies maskt,are Rofes in their bud i 
Difmaskt, their damaskc fweet commixture fhowne, 
Are Angels vailing clouds, or Rofes blowne. 

Qu % Auant perplexitie : What fhall we do, 
If they returne in their owne fhapes to wo i 

Rofa. Good Madam, if by me you'l be aduis'd, 
Let's mocke them ftill as well knowne as difguis'd : 
Let vs complaine to them what fooles were heare, 
Difguis'd like Mufcouitcs in flhapeleffc gearc : 
And wonder what they were, and to what end 
Their Hullo w fhowes, and Prolo gue vildely pen'd ; 
And their rough carriage fo ridiculous, 
Should be prei'ented at our Tent to vs. 

'Boyet. Ladies, withdraw : the gallants are at hand. 

Quee. W hip to our Tents, asRoesrunnesorc Land. 

Exeunt. 

Enter the King and the reft. 

King, Faire fir,God faue you. Whex's the Princeffe? 

'Boy. Gone to her Tent, 
pieafe it your Maicftie command me any feruice to her> 

King. That (he vouchfafe me audience tor one word. 

'Boy. 1 will,and fo will (he, I know my Lord. Exit. 

'Ber. This fellow pickes vp wit as Pigeons peafe, 
And vtters it againe, when hue doth plcafe. 
He is Wits Peciler,and tetailes his Wares, 
At Wakes, and Waffcls, Meetings, Markets, Faire*. 
And we that fell by grofle, the Lord doth know, 
Haue not the grace to grace it with fuch (how. 
This Gallant pins the Wenches on his flecue. 
Had he bin ssldant, he had tempted Sue. 
He can carue too, and hfpe : Why this is he, 
That kift away his hand in courtefie. 
This is the Ape of Forme, Monfieur the nice, 
That when he plaics at Tables,chides the Dice 
In honorable tearmcs : Nay he can fing 
A meane moft meanly, and in Viliering 
Mend him who can : the Ladies call him fweete. 
The ftaires as he treads on them kiffe his feete. 
This is the flower that imiles on cuerie one, 
To ftiew his teeth as white a^> Whales bone. 
And confcienccs tha t wil not die in debt, 
Pay him the dutie of honie-tongued 'Boyet. 

King. A blifter on his fweet tongue with my hart, 
That put Armathoes Page out of his part. 

Enter the Ladies. 

Tter.Scc where it comes. Bchauiour what wer t thou, 
Till this madman ftiew'd thee ? And what art thou now? 

King. AH haile fweet Madame.and faire time of day. 

Qu^ Faire in all Haile is foule,as 1 conceiue. 

Kmg. Conftrue my fpeeches better, if you may. 

Qu. Then wifli me better, I wil giue you leaue* 

Ktng. We came to vifit you,and purpofe now 
To leade you to our Court, vouchfafe it then. 

Qu. This field fhal hold me, and fohold your vow: 
Nor God, nor I, delights in periurd men. 

King. Rebuke rnc not for that which you prouokc : 

The 


